"But it does not explain it," gried Orange.   "For you are not a
coward."
UAJ1 the world knows that," said Don Alvaro, and what he added
was not without point. "If there were not Goialatta, where you saved
Doria, and if there were not Procida, there would still be Cherchell,
whare I saw you left by Doria to pay with your life for your heroism.
Come, Don Prospero. Be frank with His Highness. In what you did at
Djerba you had some thought of squaring the account. Is it not so ?*'
But the Prince did not wait for the admission.
"Ah! Now I begin to see," he exclaimed. "It's this old feud
between your houses, lurking ever behind your associations, and
making of your reconciliations a pretence. In paying off the score
you took no account of what pr whom you might be sacrificing to your
rancour. It did not weigh with you that you betrayed the Christian
cause and thwarted the Emperor's dearest hopes. That is the truth,
Mcsser Prospero, is it not?"
Prospero shook his head. "It is not. I will confess that I aro
chained to this feud like Ixion to his wheel. Had I takea this chance to
settle the account, who that knows all could blame me? There was
Cherchell, of which Don Alvaro has spoken. But afterwards there was
more. The news of my survival was suppressed together with the
messenger who sought the ransom that would have set me free. It
was intended that I should rot in Moslem chains. Not to have frus-
trated the victory of those who had done this, and a victory that would
have placed me in their power, would havei been to bare my throat to
my enemy's knife. And that is not all. There was Moima Gianna to
be saved from Dragut, He, too, has a score to settle with Doria, and
my affianced wife's kinship with that house rendered her doubly and
evilly desirable in his eyes. She was destined for his seraglio. Her
ransom was the price I exacted from Dragut for his deliverance."
Almost scornfully he summed up: "I had not heroism enough to
leave her in his power. To expect it of me is to expect me to be more
than human."
Dem Alvaro, deeply moved, exploded. "By all the devils, it was
enough to justify you."
But the fair face of Orange remained overcast. He stirred and
sighed. "You have certainly brought your feud to the issue you
desired. For you have certainly ruined Doria. Discredited, brought
down to the very dust of Contempt, he can never rise fron} this agafou
Together with the Admiral's premature announcement of his triumph
the Emperor will be receiving my reports of Dragut's ravages in
Corsica. Thus the Admiral will appear a vain, presumptuous boaster,
and that the Emperor will break htm is certain." Sourly he added;
"A&d so die victory is yours, Ser Prospero. You have certainly
conquered in this long, bitter duel."
"So I perceive.   But what Your Highness still does not perceive
is that this is the result of chance, not of design.   The ruin of Andrea
Dpria had not entered into my calculations."
"T*nt you'll not pretend that you deplore it?'*
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